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flying broken before the grey armies of age, timidity
or boredom.

These are brave words, but candour compels me
to add that if the shopman had even flicked a derisive
eyelid when I inquired about those pyjamas, they
would never have been mine. I am prepared to stand
facing the dark tide  of  circumstance, making ro-
mantic gestures of defiance, but I am not prepared
to stand before a counter looking a fool.   However,
I never saw the faintest tremor. His manner instantly
set me at ease, for he produced the pyjamas with that
air of grave approval, as if to say, "It is not for me
to comment on your admirable taste, sir, but it is
evident that you and I think alike on these matters,"
that air which is the secret of all old and expensive
shops. He spread the crimson bravery on the counter,
lovingly fingered the material, pointed out this and
that, and then mentioned the price, a figure by no
means unworthy of that regal magnificence, men-
tioned it as a mere after-thought, a curious little fact
that might possibly interest me.  I said I would take
them along myself, and watched him fold them away
into a neat paper package. For the remainder of that
morning I might have been seen as a dullish solid-
looking citizen clutching a small and apparently un-
interesting parcel. In reality I was a kind of wild poet
who had just had one adventure and would have
another at the day's  end,  who carried with him
through all the city's grey tides some night robes as
vivid as a sunset, spoil of Tyre and Sidon.